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I was saving for mother No more than a spoonful, really. But real butter/'
'How is your mother?"
"She's all right/* Zofia answered, and I saw a shadow cross her happy face 'That is, she's as well as an eighty-year-old woman can be living down in the cellar under these conditions But, something's wrong there, Anen, and I can sense it every time I go to see mother, there's something in the atmosphere that's different from all other cellars. People are sullen, desperate* Youll see when you look into it, Aneri"
That very night I went down to the basement of 25 Topiel Street, and weaving my way carefully among the limp bodies of the sleepers I reached the wall where Zofia's mother was lying on her mattress She was beautiful to look at, and her ripe old age only emphasized the serenity of her soul.
I sat down on the edge of her mattress, stretching my tired legs so as to span a long-haired head and the back of a snoring body*
"Is something wrong here in your cellar?" I asked, intimating that I had heard rumors about it
"Yes, my dear* There is unrest here, and I think it emanates from a strange couple who came here not very long ago. They are telling people such dreadful things, my dear*9*
"What are they telling people?"
"One bit of nonsense or another. They say that the Uprising has been provoked by the British, so that we would pull their chestnuts out of the fire with our bare hands, and that the Soviets will never help us Not a chance, they say, and claim that the Russians have some sort of secret agreement with the Germans to let us all die here unless we surrender/'
The couple was soon removed from the cellar, and our